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In Dependence 
 

I see Freedom is a reality for some, a dream for others  

I know Independence is a gift that is not always given  

for some of us this is enough to keep our dreams hidden  

and so alone I sit away from my brothers  

lost in a sea of pain, of medication and doctors  

but I hope that perhaps my fate may yet, be unwritten  

now at such a young age I am, already, twice shy and twice bitten  

myself and others like me, are we to be just the charge of our fathers and 

mothers?  

I mutter alone the words "disabled, sick", "crippled", these are my dark 

affirmations  

but still my hope knows no bounds and against my own thoughts I catch a 

glimpse of my path but I cannot walk it alone  

it is at this point that I think, I am doomed to be a burden, and a weight?  

or must my dreams be left unfulfilled? suddenly now  

a moment, a chance, a helping hand could this be it?  

could this be my ticket to new destinations?  

I reach out for my chance I extend my arm and feel how strong it has grown  

walking alone I may fall but I do not wish to be carried  

but walking hand-in-hand I know my future may not be quite as billed. 

 

 
 
by Kellen Curry

P R E F A C E  
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THE BEGINNING 
 
 
Melody is  by hersel f ,  alone in her 
room.  Dead s i lence f i l l s  this  once 
warm and famil iar  place.  Now 
only her bitter crying echoes in 
the wal ls  of her room.  She’s deep 
in thought on whether to do it  or  
not . 
 
She asks hersel f :  
 
“Why are they doing this to me? I  
did not do anything wrong.  I t  i s  
not fair .   I  do not deserve this .” 
 
Her hands start  to get sweaty and 
shaky.  She is  beginning to get 
f rustrated and she cannot 
understand why terr ible things 
are happening to her.  She has 
not wronged anyone yet she 
suffers .   She begins talk ing to 
hersel f :  
 
“Maybe it  i s  my fault  because I  
cannot stand up for mysel f .   I ’m 
weak.” 
 
Melody starts  to feel  more 
helpless and hopeless each t ime 

she hears her own words.  She 
worr ies about the bul l ies at 
school .   The fear f rom her heart  
spreads out to her nerves. 
 
She cr ies soft ly as she talks to 
herself ,  and her soft  cr ies turn 
into wails .  
 
“Al l  those years, I  enjoyed their  
company very much.  We ate 
together at the school cafeter ia. 
We shopped together at the 
mal ls .  
 
Those were my good fr iends who 
turned against  me. 
 
They just  used me and befr iended 
me only to humil iate me! 
 
They t reated me l ike a toy with 
no soul  nor a heartbeat.” 
 
A knife is  located in f ront of her.  
She stares at i t… and stares at i t  
again… unt i l  the knife suggests 
something … something very 
dark. 

 
 
 
Mel wakes up in a dark and 
ominous tunnel .   The tunnel seems 
to be made of br icks but i t  is  too 
dark to tel l  exact ly what i t  is .   
Only the cold, coarse, and 
uneven ground give her clues to 
what she is  rest ing on.  Mel 
searches for an exit  only to f ind it  
i s  a long and endless path that 

leads to nowhere.  As Mel t r ies to 
stand up she not ices the tunnel  is  
too smal l  for  her. This  
claustrophobic area gives her an 
uneasy feel ing and she knows she 
has a long journey ahead of her.  
Mel begins to crawl aimless ly into 
the darkness.  
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I t  i s  a soundless journey that Mel  
takes upon hersel f .   Al l  she can 
hear is  the sound of her heart  
beat ing against  her chest .   Mel  
suddenly hears her f r iends cal l ing 
to her.  The voices are faint  but 
she can tel l  which direct ion they 
are coming from.  She turns 
around and starts  to crawl toward 
the sound.  The voices become 
louder and louder.  As she crawls 
further the 
voices turn into 
yel l ing, 
screaming and 
shout ing.  The 
volume is  so 
unbearable, Mel 
has to turn 
around and 
crawl away from 
them.  Tears 
start  rol l ing 
down from her 
cheeks and she 
f inds hersel f  
unable to go on.  
Mel  s its  down holding her head 
and covering her ears in the 
hope that this  n ightmare wi l l  end.  
After a br ief moment she releases 
her f ingers and it  i s  s i lent again. 

Mel  hears soft  footsteps in the 
distance but it  i s  too dark to see 
who or what is  coming.  Mel  
posit ions hersel f  toward the 
source of the footsteps and 
braces for the worst .  At  last , i t  i s  
but a young chi ld hopping past 
Mel .   The chi ld is  no threat to Mel; 
she is  only half of her s ize.  The 
chi ld pauses for a second and 
begins to transform into a f i ref ly.   

The t iny 
f i ref ly 
capt ivates 
Mel’s  
attent ion as 
i t  creates 
t iny sparks 
of lucid 
l ights as i t  
gl ides in 
mid-air .   The 
t iny creature 
meanders 
through the 
tunnel  
l ight ing up 

every dark corner of the 
claustrophobic area.  Mel no 
longer feels  afraid; the l ight in 
f ront of her keeps her safe and 
provides a direct ion for her.   

  
 
 
 
As Mel  continues to fol low the 
f i ref ly, smal l  st reaks of dim l ights 
appear in the tunnel.   With a 
cur ious mind, Mel keeps on 
fol lowing the f i ref ly unt i l  
suddenly, with the bl ink of an 
eye, br ight l ight pierces through 
far reaching dark corners of the 
tunnel .   The br ight l ight also 
pierces Mel’s eyes as she loses 
s ight of the f i ref ly.   Cl imbing out 
of the tunnel , Mel witnesses a 
v ibrant and vast  green pasture 
teeming with forest  l i fe.  Her eyes 
enlarge as she is  f i l led with  

amazement with this  wondrous 
green pasture.  The sun is  sh in ing 
in the blue sky and a l ight breeze 
gently presses against the grass 
and trees of th is  newfound 
paradise.  
 
Mel turns around and the dark 
tunnel  has vanished.  She is  
standing in a f ield of grass, 
f lowers and t rees with the sun 
shin ing down on her and cherry 
blossom petals  f loat ing around 
her.  Mel looks up and cannot 
f ind a s ingle cloud in s ight .   
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She spots the ‘f i ref ly chi ld’ f rom 
the tunnel dancing happily across 
the pasture into the forest .   Th is  
t ime, however, Mel decides not  
to fol low her.   Mel  is  instead 
mesmerized by this  beaut i ful  
world around her and wishes her 
parents were here to see this .  
Mel  real izes that she needs an 
eternity to explore and learn from 
this  world.  
 
In the corner of her eye she spots 
something shiny rest ing in a bird’s 
nest on a tree branch.  Mel 
searches the bird's  nest  and f inds 
a shiny gl i t ter ing crown made of 
pure gold decorated by precious 
gemstones.  The ray of l ight from 
above refracts colours of blue, 
red and yel low on the very t ree 
t runk that holds the crown.  Mel is  
fascinated by the crown so she 
decides to take it .  
 
The crown gives Mel the feel ing 
of author ity and power, but this  i s  
a st range 
feel ing she 
has never felt  
before.  She 
thinks to 
hersel f  that i f  
she wears the 
crown, she 
wi l l  have the 
power to 
change the 
world.  As 
soon as Mel 
puts the   
 

golden crown on her head, the 
br ight blue sky gradual ly fades to 
a gentle yel low.  From yel low it  
grows v iolent ly to a dark and 
myster ious red.  Eventual ly the sky 
i s  covered with utter darkness 
and the wor ld is  without sound.  
 
Mel shi fts  her focus back to the 
‘f i ref ly chi ld’ and notices she is  
barely v is ible in her s ight.  Mel 
runs over to her before darkness 
takes her away completely.  
 
As she approaches the l i t t le gir l ,  
Mel not ices she is  no longer l i t t le, 
in fact she has grown to about 
the same height as her.   The 
st ranger turns around and Mel 
sees a br ief ref lect ion of hersel f  
just  before darkness consumes 
her completely.  Two doors now 
appear in f ront of Mel .   One is  
mi lky white in colour with a 
golden doorknob and the other is  
a cold coarse br ick door with a 
rusty doorknob.   

 
Mel  thinks for a 
moment and 
opens one of 
the doors.   She 
turns the door 
knob and pul ls  
the door 
toward herself .   
A br ight l ight 
shines through 
the doorway 
and she steps 
into the l ight . 

 

I  hear my mother cal l ing for me 
from a distant .  My head st i l l  feels  
a l i t t le dizzy f rom the br ight l ight 
that pierced through the door 
when I  stepped through it .   After 

the br ight l ight has faded, I  f ind 
mysel f  rest ing on my warm and 
comfortable bed at home.   
 
Was I  dreaming? Where was I? 
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I  s lowly open my eyes.  My vis ion 
is  blurry, but I  am rel ieved that I  
am f inal ly waking up and f inal ly 
at home.  I  focus my attent ion on 
a famil iar  f igure who has been 
s it t ing beside me al l  this  t ime.  
The blurr iness of my vis ion has 
vanished and I  see my mother 
s it t ing by my bed. 
 
“How are you feel ing Mel?” 
 
This  i s  a tough quest ion for me in 
my confused state of mind.  The 
cramped br ick tunnel, the green 
pasture, the paradise 
t ransforming into a nightmarish 
abyss in front of my eyes are st i l l  
very v iv id in my memory.  Then 
there is  th is  pers ist ing problem at 
school  with my f r iends… 
 
“Mom, I  have to tel l  you about 
something.” 

“Mel, we know you’ve been 
having diff icult ies at school .   Your 
school  teacher cal led us last 
week and we had a very long 
conversat ion.  You obviously 
didn’t tel l  us anything, but you 
should have at least told your 
teacher or the pr incipal .   Now i f  
your f r iends are a bunch of big 
bul l ies, maybe they’re not your 
f r iends after al l .”  
 
I  am surpr ised that Mom knew 
about my s ituat ion al l  along.  The 
most dif f icult  part in al l  th is  is  
coming forward to talk about it .    
I  wasn’t  thinking st raight , I  came 
up with s i l ly  thoughts but now I  
know what to do.  Funny how 
things get s impler when you are 
wi l l ing to take the f i rst  step.. .  
 
“Mom, I’ l l  tel l  you everything.”  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A year later I  f ind mysel f  walk ing 
towards this  mi lky coloured 
doorway that leads to a room ful l  
of  my classmates.  My heart i s  ful l  
of  excitement and starts to beat 
faster and faster.   A var iety of 

aromas greet me as I  enter the 
room; I  can smel l  tangy orange, 
sweet st rawberry, and the cit rus 
smel l  of lemon rushing through my 
nostr i l s .    
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The heavy and electr i fy ing beat 
of the music magnif ies the 
enchant ing atmosphere of th is  
graduat ion party.  Everyone is  
now l istening to that loud, crazy, 
but del ightful  song, a tune that is  
mesmeriz ing to the souls of our 
age.  I  s lowly not ice that even I  
dance to the j ive of the song.  
The loud beats, the enchant ing 
tune, and the rock and rol l  
atmosphere s lowly give way to a 
softer and sweeter melody that 
soon f i l l s  the room.  My 
classmates change their  fast  
paced steps to a more gentle 
soothing movement.  Whi le some 
stay on the dance f loor, others 
hurry back to their  seats.  
 
On the way back to my seat, I  am 
approached by my fr iends who 
give me this  beaut i ful  s i lver t iara.  

As they gent ly place the t iara on 
my head, I  see br i l l iant shades of 
blue, yel low, and red that l ight 
up the dance f loor.   I  suddenly 
recal l  the incident f rom a year 
ago.  I  remember I  did fool ish 
things dur ing that t ime, but I  was 
able to move on.  I  was able to 
make new fr iends who cared for 
me.  I  know that they are a 
genuine bunch because they 
were there for  me when I  needed 
them the most . 
 
This  graduat ion party is  just  the 
beginning of my adventure.  I  
know that a new chapter is  about 
to unfold as I  make a fresh start .   
I  wi l l  hold on to this  t iara to 
remind myself  that l i fe is  ful l  of 
green pastures as wel l  as dark 
creepy tunnels.   We just  need to 
take them on one at a t ime. 

 
 
 
 
 

The End 
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El iana Chia (RCD Board Member & Story Book Marketing) 
 
Bul ly ing i s  an i ssue that has been steadi ly gaining increas ing attent ion f rom the media, 
and r ightfu l ly  so,  as  more stor ies  are emerging of  l ives that are lost  f rom the effects  of  
int imidation and i so lat ion.  As we encounter  these t ragic s tor ies ,  the quest ion that ar i ses  i s :  
What can be done to support those who st ruggle to face each day because of  bul ly ing?  
 
The youth interns  at  the R ichmond Centre for  Di sabi l i ty  have answered in the form of  a 
s torybook, and I  have been pr iv i leged wi th the opportuni ty  to jo in them on thei r  project.   
I t  i s  a creat ion that represents  an indiv idual  exper ience of  being bul l ied through poetry,  
s toryte l l ing, and art .   I  bel ieve that art  i s  a powerfu l  tool  in express ing empathy and 
sol idar i ty ,  which i s  crucial  for  the ant i -bul ly ing movement.   One step that can be taken to 
reach out to those who are bul l ied i s  to show that there are people who care about them, 
who can support  them, who understand them, and who are wi l l i ng to act.   Each art  piece 
about bul ly ing, such as th i s  s torybook, which emerges can bui ld s t rength to th i s  message.  
Ant i -bul ly ing needs to be a communi ty project,  and I  hope that in the future,  we can 
cont inue th i s  work in an inter -generat ional  form.  
 

A F T E R W O R D  
 

Ian Yeung (Youth Interns 
Supervisor) 
 
Th i s  project s tarted f rom a 
casual  di scuss ion wi th our  
youth interns  on the topic of  
bul ly ing.  Each of them 
exper ienced some sort  of  
bul ly ing whi le they were at 
school  and as a resu l t  of  
thei r  exper ience they are 
qui te fami l iar  wi th th i s  topic.   
I  was able to faci l i tate the 
group so they could share 
thei r  s tor ies  wi th one 
another  in a safe 
env i ronment.  
 
Thei r  exper iences were qui te 
unique and we ended up 
combining thei r  unique 
exper iences and made 
them into an adventure in 
form of a short  s tory.   There 
were many i ssues we 
wanted to touch on but 
there were too many topics  
and too l i t t le t ime.  At the 
end we took the approach 
of  implementing var ious  
symbol i sms in a very s imple 
s tory wi th lots  of  v i sual s .   We 
hope our  readers  would 
enjoy the story as much as 
we did wr i t ing i t .  
 

El la Huang (RCD Executive Director) 
 
I  look at  the f inal  draft  of  the story –  The Beginning; my 
heart  i s  swel led wi th emotions,  because I  am wi tness  to 
the amazing journey of  s i x  wonderfu l  young indiv idual s  
hav ing probably one of  the most remarkable 
exper iences in thei r  l ives .   
 
When we ass igned a col lect ive project for  the R ichmond 
Centre for  Di sabi l i ty  Youth Interns  as part  of  the t rain ing 
regimes,  we did not plan for  th i s  outcome.  They 
demonst rated the essence of  “ Independent L iv ing” in 
the most  bas ic and di rect way.  Thi s  group of  young 
people taught me so much about th ink ing creat ively ,  
overcoming barr iers  and enjoying the process .  
 
I t  i s  my del ight  to share wi th you the journey the youth 
interns  took to complete the story book.   I t  was a 
rout ine ass ignment unt i l  they started to “own” the 
project .   The idea of  ant i -bul ly ing sparked f rom a 
di scuss ion about recent incidents  of  bul ly ing leading to 
su ic ides.   I t  brought out painful  f lashbacks and 
empathet ic feel ings f rom the group; they wanted to 
speak thei r  mind.  The energy, t ime and teamwork they 
put into the project was incredible;  thei r  ins ightfu lness  
was heartbreaking; the determinat ion was total ly  
admi rable.   There were of  course barr iers  along the way: 
one team member was too s ick to cont inue; inadequate 
t ime to complete the ass ignment;  perpetual  proof ing 
and re-wr i t ing; overwhelming market ing and …..  the 
scary l imel ight!   S t i l l  they braced themselves and held 
thei r  heads up high; they took smal l  s teps and made 
thei r  way to the f inal  dest inat ion together .   
 
Th i s  i s  t ru ly an inspi rat ion, thank you!  
 


